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ALAN DaLEB SURPR

BEHALL not leave bome, and me mother,
for Mlle, Cleo de Mercde. I herewlih
decline to ecnt out the gorgeonsly da-
generate prince who cabled over for a
floral mountaln, with which to greet thia
alleged enchantress upen her arrival at
Dingley’s domaln. He can have her, with
ber “mystic” beauty, her Botticellian col-
fure, her persiateat “te-he-he,’ and cven
mny terpeichorsan “talent” that she muoy
Feveal to-morrow night at Eoster & Blal's,
He will be securlng a nest hend &nd a
of shapely legs, In the fond bellef that

Is & woman.

For Mile. Oleo de Merode s a pent hend
|&nd = palr of shapely legs, and she Is
Mothing more. The hesd fs covered en the
{ontslde with & rippling masas of dark vel-
¥et hair. In the inside it {4 absolutely un-

ed. 1 defy you to dlscover any core-
bral furnitore, I sonp my fingers at every
doterviewer who hua tnckled her. I Inugh
‘&t the insensate twaddls thet & misgnlded
! has prompted. I have studled her In
fh“ own “apertment,” &t the Rue dey
Capucines, In Parls, and In Mr. Alfved
{Aerons's epartment, chez Messrs. Koster
& Binl, of New York, and I say that half
'of the rhapsodles to which we bave llsi-
ened with pained ears are losults to the
Intelligence of the American paopls.

Cleo's beauty vogne in Parls is entirely
due to the fact that her type !s an annsunl
one there. They mre mccustomed M the
French metropolls te the women who
' pinke themselves up 1o lmitatlon of the
forouchs Impertinence of the bulldog.

s rot appealed (rresistibly
to the degeénerntion of Paris, For mysty
tdm and eroticism are very closely con-
Rected, and Parls at the end of the nine-
'Sesnth century Is perfectly disposed to
, grow paretically enthuslustlo over the
blanoce of a nun. To the American and

g eye Cloo Is & pretty girl, of the
can

find luxuriont in Grand

it Bhe has the Amerlcan petiteness of
ture that is siways popular sbrond, bot
Jou want to see that petiteness of feat-

:
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| Ha! How they must be seream-
in thelr sleaves In Parls at the nows
Cleo's gigantic “reception” In-thla vast
@public, Quel potin, mes frores, about the

Ild?-ﬁ'

New York the terms
are synonymots, snd
Cleo landed In this
enlightened colty last
Mnodny mornlng as
though she were the
most famous thing
on e¢arth—a gort of
¢poch In the nrtlstie,
May I langh? Moy I say “Fre, He Hal’
onece more? Cousider that T have pnld 1t
without your permisslon,
)élmn not lenve home and me mother for
& Cleg de Merode, Bet the table,
mother dear, and put my allppers by the
hearth. Your Alsn will not he tempted
from his own fireslde—tra-la, by the lght-
Iy ealarfed Indy who has come to us cou-
descendingly for a few thousand-dsllor
weeks, Cleo's “renown'” bas been as
crfbied by a few to her halr, which hangs
Ukte portieres over hor eara. I dom't 1kea
ft. I am fond of an ear or two upon @
pretty gitl. It ls a éort of prejudice that
I own In common with g few others. It
must he fearfolly awkward for that de.
generate pringe to pour his soul into the
Merode's ears. I Imagine the sensztion of
being obliged to say, each tlme that ha
has & gweet nothing to whisper. *“Do you
mind Ufting up your haly, desr, so that
I can tell you that I love you? Ears
that never ache are poems. Rhymesters
compare then to cornline sen shells, to del-
leately tlnted moulds, and all that mort
of thing. A woman minus ears ls about
es pleasant an Institution as & woman
without a nose, The object that ean pos-
sioly be gained is the avoldunce of the
odlons vulgarity known as “dlamond soli-
talres,” The Mercde womnan enn never
sport them unless they pass through her
tresses. The Merode colffure will never be
popular with our lending ladies. Imagine
the unfortunate actor condemned to plough
‘his way through a muss of towsled halr in
order to kiss—as they alwarys kiss on the
stnge—the ear of his charmer!
The Interviewers amuvsed me. Positively
they d1d. They mada her eay anchk lovely
things from thalr own cnltnured minds, She

| talked =& vivaciously, sppears Iit, amn did

Tvette Guilbext, whe la balf brain, or as
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aid Anna Held, who
st any rate has the
gift of chi¢ repartese.
She smiled at them;
she smlirked at them;
she talked ubout New
York; she would huve
tieen willing to dils-
cuss art, the claselcs
and any toples of the
day. And I felt
gloomily, for & mp-
ment or two, that I
muet have been a&n
utter fallure In Parls. I have secn her
agaln. T bayve verified my EBummeoer opln.
ions, and I herewlth repent thut Cleo de
Merode hns sciarvcely wit erough to say
“Bol" to n goose. -
The ballet girls—$16 per week—in *“Na-
tore,” or some of the bovine damsels In
“In Town' are sprightly compared with
Clee de Merndo, Sbe has not a solitury
{dea b her héad, Her halr seems to ex-

| ude any tay of intelligence from pone

viting. Bhe is the desperntlon of the Inter-
viewer, nod I falt genulnely gorry when. 1

snw that bevy of humorous youilg men at
- Eoster & Elal's lust Monday, trylug to ex

} you.

“For Mlle. Cleo de Merode is a neat head and a pair of shapely leps, and she is nothing more. The
head is covered on the outside with a rippling mass of dark velvet hair. In the inside it is absolutely

unfurnished, I defy you to discover any cerebral furniture”

tort Klondrke nuggets of In-
formation from her untterly
mnresponsive lips. As a rule
the Frenchwomsan s one of
the wittlest conversational-
tsts on earth. The common-
ent Parlslenne can Interest
Even the washarwom.
in of Parls say bright things,
while the gpancy Irdies who
frequent the Cafe des Princes
are verltable champagne bot-
ties of effervescence. Cleo
reminds me more then any-
thing of & Bwedish gervant
girl, from whose heavily en-
erusted bralns nothlng ever
emanates.

Btrange to =ay thls ntterly
uneducated dulness s not ap-
parvent [h her face. That s
the discournging polnt. You
think you are vis-a-vis to u
Jolly, mplrituelle woman who
s golng to eplgram you lato
evstasy. You are prepared to
wallow In her sclatillations,
and low! you are confronted
with a speechless wax doil,
The lady from whom I canm
full to abstract & few pleas-

log remarks ls quite an un-
usual creatore. 1've made
remieres wWax lvely, and
agnerlan devotees glve

forth gems. My Idea way, when I saw
Cleo for the second time, to egg her on to
s0me expansive tople, and let her go. Bhe
I8 unite uneggnble.

“Do you rvemember my ealllng upon you
In Paris?' I asked, just to pave the way
for something, nnd not In the lenst inter

ested to Enow whetheér she remembered
me or not,
"Tedie-he!" she tittered. “Tehehe! I

remember you perfectly. Tele-he!"

This was not Inviting, I am not very par-
tinl to being te-be-he’'d at. Then MMa. de
Merode: gat quite still and played with n
bandkerchlef, perfumed with some of tlhose
fAetertable codors that women patsonizn.
Slie looked ont of fhe window. She panted
a lttle'on eccount of the hont. She took
& look ont of the corner of her eyes at
my perplexed entity, aud there she sat,
carefully posing for notiing at all.

*“You told me,” T went on heavily, ke
the ploughman In Gray's “Elegy," home-
ward pledding his weary way—"yon told
me thit you drepded coming to Americn on
account of the crossing. Was It so0 very
bad "

Bhe conallered for n moment, then her
lips buiged, and sho sald: **Te-hebe! No.
I was sble to endnre it. Te-be-he! The
Amerfcans on board were vory kind to me.
They tnught me the two-step. Te-he-he!
Te-be-hel™

“And yon liked the two.step?”

“0h, yes, I liked It. Te-heho!™

I got up and walked about, nervons as &
eat. Bhe dldn't mind in the lenst. Bhe
continued 1o wave her handkerchief back-
ward and forwnmrd, and to sit stlll os
though she were walting for something.
And 1 gald to myself, “Ichabodl My repu-
tatlon Is off."’ TFor it dawned opon me that
I had uondertaken a horrid misslon, and I
felt vexed.

“Your dances,"” I sald, returning to her,
“ape, I Uelleve, whot they ecall eclussicul
dances, are they not?"

“Cluesleal 7' ghe repeated, o parrot-like
ignorance. *“Clasgleal  Te-he-he! What
do yout mean? Auclent? mols, oul, I have
danced auclent dances, garabands and ga.
vottes, and all that sert of thing. My
drnees are Just usunl dances, you know,
ln short skirts of tnriatan.
you want to know? Teblehel Telebe!”

Ehe wriggled a litle In ber chalr oa
thoagh quite nwdre that sbke wae not
dolog herself Justice. 8She looked rather
ungomfortable, and the rog of halr muut
have been terrifically warm. 1 felr ln-
clined to eay: *“'Put back your halr. Cleo,
and don’t mind me. T won't tell anybody."
If I could have put her &t her ease by
taking off my collar or my coat T would
have done It, It sesmed dreadful to see
her there, stewing In halr, for the sake of
& musty old Botticelll ond & sllly reputa-
ton!

*“Hew' grieved they must have been In
Parls to lose you,” I went om, buiting

|| mgalnst tho gtone wall of her silence. “Who
" will zeplace jou duriug your ebsence?”
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Is thgt what |

*“1 Ao not eare. Why shonld 1 care?
Te-he-he!” ghe replted, and I thought of
Harrlet. Vernon's song:

Bhy slways sapawersd ting-a-ling-ling,

*T'was =11 that sbe coald gay.
Blie seemed to llve on ting-a-ling-a-ling
Br olght as well as dar,

“Yet you never wers a premiere ot the
Paris Opern House?"™ This I thought|
might rile her and epen the fovdzates of
ber eloguence.

For a moment shs eppeared to he a |
frifle nonplugsed. A gueer sxpression cnme
Into her Ingenuous, nunlike fuce. For eon
{agtont it strock me thot Mile, Cleo de
Aerode counld he easily Infurlated mnd des- |
perately vexed In her own interior. Ehe|
parrisd my questlon.

*1 have appeared In varicma bnllets, In
nice 1ittle parts,” she #njd. “ I hove been
at tlie Opern Houke for yeats.

Then sllence—sllence deep and awkwasd,
She enjoyed It In & sort of unthinklag re-
pose. I hated [t. I drew a design of the
Eorster and BElsl earpet wlth wy foot and
fdgeted, Phew! It was warm and stifiing |
I wondered what the IPrlnce suld to Cleo|
when he needed a ltile conversational re-
past. And the Ioterviewers—poor boys!
After gll, & dnmmy grows fatlgoing, and a
wooden Mdion outsiie a clgny suod cuuldi
scirealy be agreenble In a snlltude a denyg
Idlotle' ideas surged through my mind.
Buppose I stock n pln In her. Wounld she
eay anything? Suppose I jumiped up, and,
apropos of nothlng at all, danced a can-
can. Would she be moved to somie expros-
slon of disgust? To buslnesy onca more.
“You may Hie Amerlen so much that you|
will never want to go back to Parls, made-
moleelle? (Poor me, redured o Foch
banalities.)

*Te-he-he!" she crledy “Ob, tehehel 1
really must go baek, yon know. Oh, te-
he-he! te-lie-he!”

“"But suppose,’’ I said, pushing sslde the
te-he-hes, “yon mest some rich Ameriean |
to whom your beaute de dlabie Is & bewll-
dering joy. and be asked ¥outo marry him. |
Then you wouldn't go bueck, watld you?"

The servant-givlima of her mind was
rether tickled at thise. Saral Jone ls al-
wara amused when you tell ber that you |
canght a glifipse of Her “woung wman” In |
the kitehen., Cled may ows the sgintiy
aepect of a nue—I am willlng w adwit that |
she doss—but she has the Intedectnals

ity of n cock or housemald. And o shel

was renlly amosed st my inone remark—
na oo Intelllgen: woman would heve bmn1
digpusted with 1t She said seventeen coun-
geottive “Te-he-hes'~for T gounted ‘om.
Ehe te-hehe’'d po  persistently that Mr.
Asrona came ln to congratiinte me on my
hit. Bhe te-hehed ea viciferously that A,

& DIpGOVERIES 80UT VLLE. CLEO.

I really conldn't Tehets! Mamms I8
with me, you kmow. Te-hehe :

“DIg mamata come ta taki cave of youl™ |

"To teke care of me? Whae do you meany
To tuke oare of me? Ob, I onderstanid
No-no-no. Te-he-he! Tebhehe! T conld |
really bave come by myseif. T mm not at

iall afrald, But 1 liks company, you know,

Te-he-he!™
Then I sought for Parluian news 1T tried
to draw her out b the subject af Yretts
Guilberi. She had heard of Yvette. Yaa,
Mile, Guilbert was still qguite sucosssinl
In Paris, sbe belleved. Tebhehe. And Misy
Held Mias Held? Yes, gho had heard her
nnme. No, she was' not i Tarls nt ths
present time, Te-hebe. And Saral? Well,
the Renalesance wok closed ot the preseit

time, Most of the thenfres in Parls were o+

closed. They wers generslly olosed at this
time of year.

respive. Te-hohe. And (Duss? Yes, I
was really true that Duse had besn muel
tnlked of In the Fronel metropolls, Asdl
from what she had beabd, Mls de Merofe
oplned that there was very good roason for
he Itallan actress’ success ‘Telie-la

Not wtartling uews, you will admit

.

Paria wos very warm aud op- |

i

Nothing: very' spley, fomininé or unfpue

abont it, Then T put n fow more quésilans
Did sha Dieycle? Yes, ghe bleycled, to-
he-ke! 14 ghe enfor ontdvor amusement?
Yes, she enjoyed cotdoor smussinent., Tee
be-he! And so en I could have mafely
ngied ‘her auy question on any toplc, and

put-as much Into the question =« 1 chose. '1 -

It would bave made no Siference. Mile,
de Merode's braln Is bermetloally M
She s o Parlslan tople, wmints the Peolslsn
aimosphere,

Of conrse, these are difficsit days. for
music ball managers. Teerybody has been
here, from Otfero to the Rarrisona, and
Chernller to Clssy Lofins, The culy thing
to @o i o maks stare—to brets Cm as
rou would beer. Mile. de Merod's redm-
tutlon I1a the geilant world of Paris—a
hemiephere diametrically  opposed to the
rrtistlc worli--bns been utilized, and she
has been brouglit over one-headed, but Qs
poged to startle. May 1 never have 1’
chat with her asgaln! That s the fite
that 1 wish mysclf. A* her ssn honie ef
at moybodyr else's, ghe I precisely t %

enme insipld, uninteresting snd aggpresadwm 0

iy placid:
Bo muoh for (leo de Morsde g8 a womat,
We munt disagres with the Parisiin. st

mate of ber. If we approve of beér u:n; 1

artist we whall slso dissgree with that o%

timnte. So in any cnse New York and Parls

will probably differ, Cleo wmust have heen:

the Lerolne of Harviep

Forbet, the Folles-Bergere agent, Who AC-{ypy o oecar | ges hor T ghull bum:

ecompanted her, and whe i a very witty |

gentlempn, enterad In te drexdfdl notion
that T was turalag onl sttractlve, In spiie
of my Bppeatnncs.

“Wonid you stay under those clreum-

stances?" I pergsvered, anary at everyhody.
“Pe-he-bel Wo'' she cried  “I couldn’t

Ebo alwers aoswared tng-adingesling. Toss
a3l that she could miy. v

She seimed to live on ting-a-ling-a-lmg by olgek

o vwill as day,
And 1 repedt that Toshall sever leave home
and me molber for Cleo. DALS.
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